sires, his needs, his vices and his hopes. Each one secretes his own poison
feeds his own furnace; each one of us prefers the torture his own nature
inflicts on him to all happiness and all peace that would entail a re
nunciation of that nature and of the desires that compose it."

Then the words ran into each other and became almost illegible, the
notations of a mind that was becoming confused: "A cross betweer
the fatalism of antiquity and Christian free will... Is freedom but the
illusory faculty of choosing what we cannot avoid?** The last thins
Pern had written was an interrogation mark.

Lord Pemrose's coffin was carried from the church of the Salute,
where the funeral Mass had been celebrated, and was placed in the
gondola-hearse which was decked with ostrich-feathers, adorned with
silver and covered with flowers.

Prince Galbani and Maxime de Bayos received the condolences to-
gether with the Duchesse de Salvimonte who, because she was a second
cousin of the Prince, regarded herself, all things considered, as a mem-
ber of "the family." The British Consul was also included.

Necessarily designated for the more tiresome honours, Gigi Rocapolli,
Prince Dolabella, Baron Tormese and Otto Lutweingel, wearing tail-
coats, took the cords of the pall at the four corners of the aquatic hearse.
And the four gondolier-undertakers, their top hats bound with silver
crepe, began leaning on their heavy oars and following behind the gon-
dola of the principal priest.

Then came another gondola bearing the crowns and wreaths.

Then came the Prince's gondola, in which Maxime de Bayos looked
as if he were dying. The Salvimonte had seized the opportunity of
taking Jean-Noel with her in her gondola.

The convoy entered the Grand Canal, taking Venice's major
thoroughfare, by which all the city's traffic must move and pass by
boat: weddings, merchandise, ambulances and house-removals.

It was certainly the finest funeral Venice had the opportunity of
seeing that year. There were at least a hundred gondolas, each with its
little black turret, rowed by gondoliers dressed in the most famous
liveries.

All the international set, the highnesses, the consuls, the millionaires,
the actors, the astrologers, the amateurs of art, the maniacs, the per-
verts, the drug-addicts, the swindlers, all the Constance Waybachs, the
Pamela Rocapollis, the Davilars and the Christians, all these spoiled
fruits of a civilization in decay, all these blood-relations in life's plea-
sures, all these representatives of freedom without responsibility, com-
posed the last retinue of one of the best among them, of one of their
most finished, most sentient and most civilized products, the ninth and
last Viscount Pemrose.

The Venetians, at the windows of their marble palaces, supported on
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